32

cantonment of the Irregular Force* Peshawar buzzes with
the ordinary come and go of military life. It has become
a huge British garrison town.

In 1857 there took place the drama of Peshawar
There were only a few British Troops noted for lightness
and go-every-where-ish-ness. In the First Afghan Wai
they crossed the Hindu Kush in their brass helmet and
tigerskin rolls. In the spring of 1857 strange rumours of
the Indian Revolution crept up to Peshawar. The mut-
terings of the greased cartridge trouble seemed so trivial
in front of the fierce frontier hills. The mass of Bengal
regiments were clustered in and round Peshawar for the
defence of India* Anything wrong with them was un-
thinkable* John Lawrence was one of the stout hearts
who could face dangers. The Frontier had pick of the
young officers of the day. Major-General Reed was
switched off as Commander of the Troops in the
Punjab. The outbreak at Meerut and Delhi showed
what the danger really was. Colonel Edwardes was
Commissioner of Peshawar. The stories of the revolu-
tionary army swept over the North. The tribes of the
frontier hills pricked up their ears. Now was the
golden opportunity. The masterful English were to go
under* The Afridis sharpened up their knives. The
Wasiris looked to the priming of their matchlocks. In
the bazaars of Peshawar the tribesmen were lobbying
hard. A few British poked out in this mountain-girt
enclave. The Afghans licked their lips. Amir Dost
Muhammad was mindful of his promises. He had
hobnobbed with John Lawrence only appear ago.
So he held his hand. Nevertheless, trouble was ferment-
ing at Peshawar. Cotton and Edwardes decided to
go the whole hog forthwith. They disarmed the bulk of
the regiments at Peshawar. They were taken by surprise